propitious. To one who has never been out of England, the effect of this season is like removal to a new world. It is the climate of Italy transmitted to us by special favour of the gods; and I cannot help thinking that our incipient restoration of true piety has propitiated the deities, and especially hoc sublime candens quod vocamus omnes Jovem. You have done well in translating the "Symposium," and I hope you will succeed in attracting attention to Plato, for he certainly wants patronage in these days, when philosophy sleeps and classical literature seems destined to participate in its repose.
I passed a day or two with St. Croix and his bride this last week. I went to the races. I met on the course a great number of my old acquaintance, by the reading portion of whom I was asked a multitude of questions concerning Frankenstein and its author. It seems to be universally known and read. The criticism of the "Quarterly," though unfriendly, contained many admissions of its merit, and must on the whole have done it service. It seems the discovery ships have failed in their object, and are returning re conclamata.
I have lately read the Thebais of Statius, which, though too ornate and inflated, contains many fine passages, and is certainly well
[75]compound ratio of progression, and that the
